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Loxs since indignant Learning hath complain'd 

That this her seat unhallow'd steps prophan'd, 

That Elephants here march, and Horses prance, 

Ind here, perhaps, in time the Dogs may dance; 

ith justice she complains, nor is it fit 

Such Actors should invade the realms of Wit; 

But sooner these should charm a trifling Age, 

ind Elephants and Horses fill the stage, 2 
B 


2 PRULOGUE. 


Sooner amongst our classic scenes to range 

Should come the Beasts from Exeter Exchange, 10 
Did I the kingdoms of Thalia rule, 

Than moral Monsters from the German school: 

— Right trusty Tutors,“ who, when sent t' expound 
What good in marriage, and what ills are found, 
Read learned lectures to the Fair, and plead 
Another's cause, —bnt for themselves succeed: 
—]Ingenuous Maidens, who their passion speak, 
Nor let concealment feed upon the cheek, 

Break through the rules, which vulgar souls restrain, 
Claim Nature's rights, and woo themselves the swain: 20 
- —A pious Son, who for his Mother's sake 

Tries, as in duty bound, a purse to take, 

And finding, *twas his Sire, his arm assail'd, 

Puts on the Bully, since the Robber fail d: 

— Women, + in whom Detraction's self could spy 23 
No single fault—but want of Chastity : 

Shame ! shame ! to teach the Age, that Matrons wh—" d t 
To a fond Husband's arms can be restor'd, 
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* See Lovers Vows. 
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PROLOGUE, 
And at each Parent's neck suspend a child, 
To make them both forget the bed defil'd. 
Such is the German school: — to ours I turn. 
— Here too we find a lesson to unlearn; 
As Harlequin's slight wand before our eyes 
Bids on some barren shore tall forests rise, 
So in our Plays dot Beauty in a trice 
Call full- grown Virtues from the soil of Vice. 
—'Tis Fietion all But no one to the truth 
Is blinded by the party-colour'd Youth, 
None yet ere thought that woods at his command 
Would rear their heads in air from rocks and sand; 
Not innocent like this the Authors cheat, 
Where Vanity assists the foul deceit; 
And Flavia, while the glass reflects her charms, 
Thinks none can be a Villain in her arms; 
—See Charles ® (his fortune spent or sunk in play), 
Insensible to shame—in ruin gay; | 
Who sends his purse to one he scarcely knows, 
But will not pay a Tradesman what he owes ; 
Who impudently boasts, your praise to gain, 
That justice hobbles after him in vain; - 
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See School for Scandal. 
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+ PROEOGUE; 


And tells you, if a married dame should chuse 

With him to share her bed, he'd not refuse, 

E'en were the man; 'gainst whom he must offend, 

His Uncle, and his Guardian, and his Friend. 

Yet this is He, who, rescu'd from distress, 55 
Is from this stage dismiss d to happiness: | 
"Tis true, while gazing: on Maria's eyes, 1 

He half resolves in future to be wise, 

Makes haste to wish, he Virtue's path may tread, 

Just as the curtain drops upon his head, — 60 
Alarm'd; lest from his Speech its fall should take 

Six lines, and he at last be left a Rake. 
—Tis false Morality—unless confin'd, 

Soon rule the tyrant Passions o'er, the mind; 

But virtuous Habits must have time to grow, 6; 
Weak in their rise, and in their progtess slow. 
For us—our Author covets your applause, 
But will not violate Truth's sacred laws; 
Disclaims the novelties of these strange Times 
Which blot our duties out, and varnish crimes. 70 
His Muse is chaste ; nor would accept a crown 

Which Virtue could not see without a frown. 

Why deigns the Nine Apollo to inspire ? 

Why helps to raise the song, or strike the lyre ? 


PROLOGUE. 


Not, witty their sounds to lead weak Man astray, 
But chear at once, and guide him on his way. 
Our Tale is artless—teems with no event, 
But what the course of things may well present; 
»- ne stage no Spectres to soft music tread, 
And like Lord Burleigh * shake the silent head; 
First make us wonder, why they should appear, 
Then, why they nothing do, when they are here. 
— Nor distant periods doth our Plot embrace, 
bo But keeps the Unities of Time and Place. 
Our Scene America— Where still the land 
Remains unclear'd—upon a barren strand. 
Our Moral, one, by which we fain would mend ; 
Foil'd in that hope, we've nothing jo offend, 
b; Wl Farewel—if Candour can approve our Play, 
Applaud us here, and go well pleas'd away ; 
If not—our Author's motives rightly scan, 
Condemn the Poet, but acquit the man, 
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' DRAMATIS- PERSON. 


—— 


UMFREVILLE. 
FERDINAND. 
HERBERT. 
JULIA. _ 
FRANK, Ship's Steward. 
THOMAS, a common Sailor. - 
POTOWMAC, 
ROANOKO, 
| Other INDIANS, Ke. Kc. &c. 


: Indians. 
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The Scene, which never changes, is a wild Spot among 
Woods and Rocks on the Coast of America—in the Side 


_ of one of the Rocks appears a Hollow, supposed to be 


the Entrance into a natural Cave. 


— 


ACT J. 
= 
SCENE I. 
IN | g f 
5 Enter HERBERT, with JULIA leaning on bis arm. 
be — 
HERBERT, 


Curan up, my Daughter, underneath this bank, 


O'er-grown with wood, you may find rest, its shelter 
Will screen us from the wind. 
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8 THE STORM. 


JULIA, 
The chilling Blasts 
Upon the beach have so benumb'd my limbs, 
I scarce can move them,—* Tis not here so cold— x; 
But where is Ferdinand ? 
"Þ HERBERT. 
He's gone, my Love, 

With the two Seamen to search out a ws | 
And bring us water. 


- 


— 


Enter FERDINAND with water, which he gives io Julia. 


FERDINAND, 
| „ Julia, 
How fare you now ? 
9 | ULM, 
| The water much revives me 
But still I'm weary, and methinks I feel 10 
A strong desire to sleep. | 
HERBERT, 

_ Indulge it then, 
My Child, myself meanwhile with Ferdinand 
Will watch beside thee, 


| [Se lies ; down to 2 


** th 


* She aits down... | (4) 


_ * 


To 
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THE STORM. 


FERDINAND, 
| Is't not dangerous 
To let her ob in th' air? I've heard, the cold 
Doth oft in slumbers lock the 5enSes up 
To wake no more. 
HERBERT, 
The Sun, you see, 


Lies full upon this bank ; and though it break but faintly 


Through the dark mist, I trust, tis yet of power 
Sufficient to preserve the vital Heat; 

And her exhausted Spirits need repose; 

'Twas a rough Night and wand'ring on the sands 
8o many hours, expos'd to all the pelting 

Of the rude gale and spray, and driving sleet, 

And, (which is worse) in sad expectancy 

Of evils yet to come, might well tire out 


A stronger frame than Hers, —But how, my Friend, 


Stand we in hope ?— What think You of the ship? 


FERDINAND; 
Alas, I fear, ere now her broken fragments 
Are scatter'd on the sea, and we alone 
Remain, of those she carried. When in th' boat 
We left her yesterday, to seek the land, 
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10 THE srokx. 


Wedg'd in she lay between the Rocks, as if 

No Force would move her thence, but what must tear 

Her crazy frame in sunder; as We rowed 

Along the shore, to find a landing place, 35 

1 oft look'd back, before we turned the Point, 

That hid her from our view, ene with horror 

The foaming Billows.— 
| HERBERT, | | 

I too turn'd that way 

My aching eyes; *twas a tremendous sight, 

To see the waves beat over her. 


FERDINAND. 2 p 


But now 40 


] ask'd the Seamen, if twere possible, 


She could hold through the night ; they shock their heads, 


And, when J pressed them for an answer, said, 
"Twas not within the reach of Hope, the Gale 


Having again encreased: They seemed to think too, 43 


Our Boat (so quickly did the rising winds 
Put forth their fury, after it went off), 
Must sure have perished ere it reach 'd the Wreck. 


HERBERT. 
The * Ocean hath devour'd its Prey, 


And they are all at rest, some few days sooner, 50 
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Than we, who have escap'd the roaring Waves, 

To die on shore by Hunger and Fatigue. 
FERDINAND, 
i, [Looking at JuL1a, 
Poor Julia! 

Tis a hard Pillow for a Lady's Head, 

But yet she sleeps, and on her countenance. 
Are smiles, as if her Dreams were full of Comfort, 55 


* 


HERBERT. 
Tis then a happier hour than she has known 
For some time past, or ever in this world 

Ik like to know again. 


The two Seamen, who have been backward and forward 
during the latter part of the preceding Scene, ex- 
amining the Place, go a little way into the Hollow in 
the Rock, and come out "_ 


THOMAS, 
I'm sure, I heard a noise. 


FRANK, | 
What was't r 
THOMAS, 
I know not. 
C 2 


12 THE STORM. 


| © FRANK, | | "6 
Did you see any thing? ö 
THOMAS, . 
No, the Cavern winds 60 
Sharp round into the Rock, But what I heard, 
Seem'd, as if something mov'd within—I'm certain 
It was not Faricy, but a Sound in the Cave, 


FERDINAND, | 
It cannot surely be inhabited. — 


FRANK. | 
If 'tis, I fear tis by some rougher owner, 65 
Than I should choose to make a Messmate of: 

I should'nt much like a Lion for my Landlord, 

Nor yet a Tiger, to play with me like a mouse, 

Or a She-bear, to throw her crooked paws | 

Around my neck, and hug me, till her fondness 70 
Squeezed out my life. 


THOMAS, 
No more, the very Thought ont 
Has given me an ague-fit; one might 
As well be 1 as choak'd to death. 


FRANK, 


Nay, Comrade, 


THE STORM: - ws 


You need not fear; (Born to be hang'd” is cliarm'd 

'Gainst Bears, as well as Drowning, But let's in, 75 

And see once more, how the Land lies. / 
[Frank and TwoMaAs enter the Cave, 


HERBERT, 
'Tis strange these Seamen at all times and seasons 
Can thus preserve their chearfulness unruffled, 
And laugh at Danger in her roughest Form. 
J heard that Fellow break his jests, soon after 80- 
The Ship had struck, as he heav'd out to the Sea, 
Her precious Cargo, while I fear'd each Wave 
Would sweep him from the Deck. 
FERDINAND. 
'Tis fortunate, that Men, whose way of life 
Exposes to such frequent Risk their Being, 35; 
Can thus throw care behind them, 


* 


Re-enter Frank and TnoMas, with part of a dead Bird in 
his band, 


THOMAS, 


| *'Tis the Head 
Of some strange Bird, and seems but newly killed: 
Upon the ground are marks of Blood and Feathers. 


9 RE STORM, 


FRANK; 
Relike our acer will turn out to be | 
A Cat, or a wild Fox | 90 
If. so, we get possession at th' expence 


Of a scratch'd Face, or a Bite or two o' the Leg. 


HERBERT, 
What is't "FRET Tis not unlikely that this Cave 

May be the Haunt of some more dangerous beast. 

Best be upon our guard—along the Shore 95 
You may remember—in:the Sands I. shewed you 

Some tracks of shape and size to wake our. caution... 


| FERDINAND. 
Tis true—Do you remain then with this Seaman 
To turn from Julia ought, that may rush forth, 


While I with him explore the dark retreat. 100 
[Pointing to FRANK, 

I'll not go far, 

S HERBERT [To Frank. 


Here take my Sword, the Service 
Is not without its danger; and a Bough 
Will serve to scare whatever is dislodged. 


LAs they are preparing to enter the Cave, a Flute is beard. 


What will become of us—'tis sure the Devil. 
"T were best avoid this place. 1 105 
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THE STORM. 1 


FERDINAND. 
Peace, Peace, there is no danger in the sound, 
Though much it moves my wonder. 
Hollo—ho ! 
Who's there within ? We come as friends —Hollo ! 
TFxxbixaun goes into the Cave. 


"HERBERT. 
Are then the stories of the Sylvan Pan, 
Of Vocal Nymphs, or of young Bacchus heard 110 
Among the Rocks, no Fables, but the Truth, 
By Ignorance most wrongly disbelieved ? 

| [The Music stops. 
Sure I am not awake — Did we not hear 
Soft Sounds but now as of some Instrument? 


* 


; THOMAS. | | 
I think I could make Oath on't, - . 115 


FRANK, 


I heard them plain—that's flat, but it should seem 
His Honour's hollowing has frighten'd away | 
The Fairy, and we shall have no more Music— 

] could have lik'd another Tune, were't only 

To put m' in mind of better Days, 


16 "THE. STORM. 


THOMAS. . ? 


For my part 125 4 
Tm glad 'tis „ as lief hear a Death-watch. N 


Re- ener FERDINAND, with UMFREVILLE, from the Cave, 
with the Flute in bis band, 


FERDINAND. 
Of England said you? 
© UMFREVILLE. ; 
A Native, Sir, of England. 


FERDINAND. 
-Amazement ! In this Cavern I have found 
A Countryman. 


* 1 n a©.s — * 
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10mnmekr. 
It doth indeed, amaze me. 
*God, and good Angels, guard you, Sir, and make 125 
This most unlook'd-for meeting, to us both 
A source of comfort. —Sir, your colour changes, 
You seem unwell—support him Ferdinand. 


He appears giddy, they support him. 
UMFREVILLE, 


All. gracious Heaven! 
How little did I hope again to listen 130 


THE STORN. 


To the soft voice of courtesy, or sound 


Of Christian salutation — Friends! your pardon. FE 


It is so very long since I have seen 

The Human form, or heard the accent sweet 
Of Sound articulate, that I am lost 

In joy and wonder—Let me ask, I pray, 

Have you the means of leaving this sad place ? 
Or are you, like myself, left here, to bide 
Within this ny Wilderness ? 


RT, 
Alas! we are in Dy NN spot 


Your Fellow- prisoners — We are shipwreck'd, Sir, 
And this poor Company, you SCC, are all 
The Waves have spar'd. | 


* UMFREVILLE, 


A woman too ! not dead 
I hope ? _ 


HERBERT, 


She doth but sleep, worn out with toil; 


But 'twere as well perhaps, the Hand of Death 
Had clos'd. her eyes, since she can only wake 
To mis'ry, unallay'd by Hope or Comfort. 
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28 THE STORM. 


; VA _ UMFREVILLE, _. | 
"Oh | Speak not in despair, for Providence, 

E'en in the Desert, watches o'er its Creatures, 

And will a firm Reliance on its goodness 15d 
Repay with Consolation. It were best, | 
Lead her within the Cave; There is a Fire, 

And she will find. a softer bed to rest on, 

Than the bare ground. Perhaps vou too are weary, 
And fain would seek repose ? 5 


HERBERT, 
Not I, my Spirits 155 
Are not yet calm enough for sleep, 


FERDINAND, 
| a Nor mine, 
But Julia would be better in the Cave 
Than here in th' air, 
HERBERT. 
Daughter 4 
FERDINAND. 


She sleeps so soundly 
"Twere best not wake her, we will bear her in, 


And lay her on the bed. 


THE" STORM» | I'S. 


HERBERT. | 
1 And then — 18560 
To sit here in the Sun, and talk at leisure | 
Of this most strange Encounter. 

[They all go into the * except 
Thomas and Frank. 


THOMAS. 
Frank, what is this old Stranger ?. 


| FRANK, | 
J believe, 
He is a Hermit. r 


THOMAS. 
A Hermit! what. is that * 


FRANK, 
Why one, that Teaves the haunts of other men, 65; 
And runs into a nook t' avoid the Devil; 
Though I shauld think he would be oft'nest met with 


In. holes and corners. 


THOMAS, | 
Are there She-Hermits too Z 
D 2 
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FRANK. 
No for the Women are too fond of talking 
To live by themselves; but what do) you think he is ? 170 
5 Tuomas. 
J think he is a Conjurer, and studies 
Fhe Black Art; There must be a power of we 
In his long Beard—and that small Wand he carries, 
1 make no doubt, would send us in a minute 
A thousand miles, | i R 
ED FRANK. oath 

I wish then he'd hit me 175 
In the right direction for England ; I sRould like 
To dart athwart the air to the Land's end, 
All in one jump; if I might first but Tool 
To come down gently, and not pitch on my head. 
But take my word for it, He's no Conjurer, 180 
Or he'd have conjur'd to some better purpose 
Than to be lodg'd in this same dismal Cave, 

THOMAS. 
1 say Frank, ö 
She's a rare Beauty, that same Madam J alia 
| FRANK, 

She is indeed, and has a noble Heart; 185 
After the Boat had left us — in the Night 


THE STORM. 2 


When the Wind roar'd—as cold we stood on the Beach, 
And drench'd with rain, she often question'd me 

Of what, I thought, would happen to its Crew, 

And those on board the Wreck: and at each Gust, 190 
That almost bore her from her feet to the Sea, Sr 


She spake her fears for them so anxiously,, © 2 
It seem'd, as she forgot her sufferings 
In thinking of their danger 
| THOMAS, 
She's a Fair one 
I wish I were in that young Captain's place, 198. 


To marry her; or I'd give some months pay 
To meet her alone in the woods, 


PRANK, 
Hang it, you Brute, 
You would not sure behave ill to the poor Girl. 


THOMAS, 


I only would make love to her. 


FRANK, 

But come, | 
Let's to the shore, We may chance there to learn 200 
Some news 0' the Boat, | 
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* N | | THOMAS, | 
Pehaw! sure enough She's Arown'd, 


And the. Fisk have been at work upon her Crew 


Some sixteen hours at least; Their Bones are pick: d 


Quite clean by this tine. 


FRANK, vr, 
Aye; Poor Lads, I fear, 
That's all too certain, but mayhap the flood ". xa 
May have thrown the Boat on the Beach, and if the have: 
Have only knock'd a hole or two in * bottom, 
We may stop them. 


THOMAS. 
Come eker s go. 


FRANK, ö 
| We're going 
Down to the Shore, and will be back anon. 


[To the three Gentlemen who enter from the Cant 


FERDINAND, 


'Tis well— Lou'll find us here. 210 
[Ereunt Sailors 
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PHE $TORM. 23 


SCENE II. 
. "HERBERT, PERDINAND, UMPREVIELE. 
"HERBERT, 5 
Unravel, pray, these wonders, for my mind _ 
Is wearied with conjecture — In this Spot 
Most desolate, by Fogs and stormy Seas 
og Divided and cut off from the rest of th Earth, 
ks As 'twere not fit for Habitation, 215 
To meet with one, whose Language and Demeanor 
Shew he has known a life more civiliz d 
It is indeed most strange. | 
FERDINAND, 
To find him too, within this hollow rock, 
Possest of various comforts, Clothes and Books, 220 
And things more bulky than a single arm 
Could have dragg'd hither from the neighb'ting Beach 
Did the Caprice of Winds and cruel Waves 
Cast you alone upon this desert Shore ? 


UMFREVILLE, 
10 I was not cast upon this desert Shore 225 


rs By the Caprice of Winds and cruel Waves; 
5 


21 THE SsTORN. 


But hither brought by lawless Man, more cruel 
Than Winds or Waves in their most angry Mood. 
I need not now recount the various hazards 
Of an eventful Life, full many an Hour 230 
Of this my lone confinement hath been spent 
In tracing their sad Journal; at more leisure 
(If Curiosity incline that way) | 
You shall peruse it, *Tis meanwhile enough 
To say, that long a Prisoner, in that Land 235 
Where the sharp Eye of Spanish Jealoũsy | 
Wakes, like the Dragon, round her golden fruit, 
atching with cruel Policy, that none | 
Of Europe's Sons, whose footsteps once have pass'd 
The Bounds of her new World, should thence return 240 
To tell the secrets of her Wealth and Weakness ; — 
There — in that Land a Prisoner - buried too 
Within Potosi's Mines, at length I geiz d 
The happy Moment of Escape, and reach'd, 
Through Toils and Perils, tedious now to mention, 24; 
Guiana's Shore, there hail'd the streaked Ensign 
Of Holland's Power, and made my Story known 
To the Dutch Chief — a worthy Gentleman, 
Who furnish'd me with means to reach the Island 
Of St. Eustatia, whence J sail'd for Europe 
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On board a Vessel bound for Amsterdam. 


Then joy'd my heart, to think a few short weeks 


Would fill the period of my wanderings, 


And bring me to my Country and my Friends 


Bright Dreams of future Happiness! how soon 
Ye faded from my view ! 


_ HenBerT rising up. 


"Tis ever thus 


Black is our Prospect in this Vale of Sorrows; 
And if perchance a Ray of Hope break in, 

It comes but as the Meteor of the Night, 

To mock us and be gone; or as the Lightning, 
Which, flashing from amongst the sable clouds, 


Displays the gloomy horrors of the Scene, 


Then leaves us to pursue our road in Darkness. 


UMFREVILLE, 
Hush! hush.!— | 
Let us not thus forget the Power, whose aid 
Is ever present in the Hour of Trouble, 
And, if we are not wanting to ourselves, 
Will guide our Journey to a happy issue — 
- | 
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HERBERT. 6 he 
Your Pardon, Sir—Proceed—this interruption 
Is but the overflowing of a mind _ 
Not yet familiar with its griefs, 


; UMFREVILLE.- | 
i 8 The Captain, 
With whom IJ took my passage, was a Man 


On slightest provocation rous'd to Anger, | 


And deaf to Pity, as the stones we. sit on 
It chancd, his Servant-boy offended him 

By some neglect; no serious fault, nor act 

Of wilful Disobedience, but such instance 

Of casual inattention, as will happen 

In Service best perform'd The angry Tyrant 
With his own hand inflicted Chatisement, 

Not merely disproportion'd to-th' offence, 
But such as was not measur'd by the strength 
Of the poor Object of his Wrath — when thus 
I saw him beat the Lad, to interpose 

In his behalf, was but the common debt, 

Man owes to Man; —so, finding twas in vain 
To use Intreaty, I told the Monster plainly, 
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Of Retribution, and that I alone 


THE STORM. 2 


Ia case the Youth were injur'd by this outrage, | 
In Life, or Limb, it should not pass unquestion'd, 290 
If we but liv'd to reach the Laws of Europe.— 

Aw'd by my Threats, or weary'd by his Vengeance, 

The Brute in Silence swell' d, while I led off 

The fainting Boy; some few days afterwards 

The Lad expir'd—and then his Murderer, 295 
Revolving in his mind the words, I spake- 


Had been eye-witness to his violence; - 
(For in the Cabbin 'twas, that this had pass'd) 

Devis'd a second Crime to hide the first; 300 
Suborning a vile Skipper to declare, 

That this poor Boy had, on his Death-bed, own'd, 

« There were designs against his Master's Liſe, 

For that himself had been employ'd by me 

« To poison him.” - On which most foul Pretence 303 
He set me here on Shore, among these Rocks, 

To waste the precious remnant of my Days 

In sad Reflection on his Villany. 


FERDINAND. 


But did you not, before you left the Ship, 
Plead hard among the Men, and try to 
E 2 | 


310 
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Compunction in their breasts, at being made 
The base accomplices of such Injustice ? 


UMFREVILLE, | 


When the Wind roar'd, and drove the swelling Seas 
Against the carcase of your batter'd Vessel, | 


Did ye, from off the Deck on which ye stood, 315 
Reproach the Billows with their Cruelty ? 
Or bid them turn again, and disobey | ® 


The noisy chiding of their furious Master? 

They were as sensible to argument, | 

As much Free-agents, as this Dutchman's Crew, 320 
And would as soon have listen'd to your Voice, 

As those to mine indeed I knew but ill | 

Their Language; yet, be sure, I did attempt 

To make them understand, and feel my wrongs :- 

But found, 'twas all in vain, for that Dutch Seamen 325 
Would send a Fellow- creature to Destruction, 

As they would knock the ashes from their pipes, 

Nor think on him again — The Mate alone, 

To whom I had shewn kindness, pitied me, 

And by his order 'twas, the Sailors brought 330 
My chest, and those few stores, which mov'd your wonder, 
Up the steep Rocks, and stow'd them in this Cave: 


30 
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M which I now have liv'd some five long years, 

Nor in that time have seen the countenance - 

Of Man, nor heard the Music of his Voice, 335 
Till yours this day — but whither was design'd 

Your Voyage, which the Fury of the — 

Hath thus cut short? 


HERBERT: | 
For England were we bound, our native soil; 
And at Quebec embark'd, where some time past 349 
We have resided both, this Gentleman | 
In Garrison, Whence he is now recall'd, 
Myself on private Business: In a Transport 
We took our Passage; whose stout Timbers promis'd 
To stand the brunt of many a stormy sea; 345 
And so indeed she hath: For 'tis three weeks 
Since we encounter'd with a Hurricane, 
Which blew us from our course — then Gale on Gale” 
Sueceeded —' till, our Sails and Rigging torn, 
We drove before the Wind a very Wreck : 5 350 
Nor could the ablest of our Mariners 
Make out our reckoning; till the Rising Sun 
Of Yesterday shew'd faintly through the Clouds 
The hazy Land, a most unwelcome sight, 
Por *twas apparent, that a few short hours 355 
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Would see us wreck'd upon a rugged Coast; 

At noon We struck — not far from shore; but still 
Between us and the object of our wishes, | 
Broke many a wave, with such tremendous force, 


Boiling and foaming o'er the rocky Shoals, - 360 


That scarce-the stoutest of our Crew could hope, 
(The Ship once bulged), to reach the Strand alive. 


UMFREVILLE. | 
| And did you apprehend, your Vessel soon 
Would go to Pieces? 


HERBERT, | 
Not unless the Wind 

Should rise again, he Fury of the Storm 365 
Seeming then spent: We had but one small Boat, 
In which Ourse lves, with that dear Girl, who sleeps, 
J hope, within your hospitable Cave, 
My only Daughter, and the destin'd Wife 
(When we should once set foot on English Ground,). 370 
Of this young Officer, with six stout men, 
Came off to view the Coast, and try to land, 
Round yon high Foreland, in a-dreadful Swell 
We drifted with the Tide, the roaring Surf 


Forbidding our approach; at length a Creek 373 
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Hard by receiv'd us, but we found no shelter 
Against the Weather's rude inclemency, 
Which, I much fear, too heavily hath fallen 
Upon my Child, | 

UMPREVILLE, | 

She's so inelin'd to sleep, 

trust, Repose will give her back to Life, 
Uninjured by these hardships: But tis much, 
That in the various-Toils ye have endur'd, 
The Strength which wears a Form so delicate, 
Was not exhausted sooner. | 


' FERDINAND. | 
Her sweet Patience 
Enables her to bear those sufferings, 
Would shake a rougher Nature: Nor yet failed, 


When Danger star'd us in the Face, her Courage, 


All gentle as She is; While our small Skiff 

Now climb'd aloft upon a Hill of Waters, 

And almost hung in Air, now $unk at once 
To darkness in the Hollow of the Deep, 

As if to rise no more, She never mov'd, 

Nor harrass'd us with Question, or Complaint, - 
But sat serene amidst the wild Confusion, 
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As if she were some Goddess of the Ocean, 38; 
Or Venus self, and knew, her kindred Waves 
Would do her no annoyance. 


UM FREVILLE, | F 
But where is now Nr 


"HERBERT. | 

n | Beneath the Waves, 

Or shiver' Sow the Rocks. —It back return'd, 

With four of the six Seamen for the Ship; 400 
| Before the Sun had set, or Sky gave Signs 

Of that last Tempest, which disturb'd the Night, 

And sounded in my Ear too like the Knell 

Of all our Friends, | 


FERDINAND, | 
1 will not yet despair—By Sea or Land, 4% 
Men chance alike on Dangers, and Escapes, 
Beyond the Verge of Probability—— 
When first we were-embark'd in our good Ship, 
If half the sad Mischances of this Voyage 
Had been surmis'd, we should not have believ'd them; 410 
Let Hope then whisper, that the changeling Fortune 
Hath Good, as well as Ill, in Store for us, 
Though Reason, in her sober Calculations 


110 


TE STORM, $3 
May not avouch it Well, my Lads, what chear ? 


Jo Fa Aux and Tromas, who re-enter. 
FRANK, 

Why cold enough. The Air indeed is still: 475 

Old Father Wind, belike, has crack ' d his Bellows 

In last night's puffing, and must mend his Tackle, 

Before he blows again.— But we've seen nothing 

In likeness of our Boat. 


HERBERT. 
Why then 'tis certain, 
It perish'd in the Night ? ; 
FRANK, 
I fear, it did. 420 
But we have Friends, or Neighbours hete at least, 
You may not know of, —On the Shore but now 
I pick'd up this. 
FERDINAND, 
What is't ? 
HERBERT, 
An Indian Fish-hook. 
Are there then Savages upon this Coast ? 


UMFREVILLE, 
I never saw them, but they come sometimes, 425 
As I conjecture, on their Fishing Parties. £ 
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Tis now about twelve Months, since in my Walks, 

I trac'd upon the Sands a faint resemblance 

Of Human Feet. — Some few Days afterwards 

J found the Marks of Fire, and offal Food, | - $30 
With Implements of Indian Manufacture. 

At first I kept within my Cell, alarm'd 

At this Discovery; but by degrees 

My Fears wore off, nor have been since penew'd. 


| HERBERT. _ 

This sure was dropp'd within the Time, you mention; 435 
And it will ask some thinking, to determine, 

Whether to seek the Friendship of these Indians, 

Or hide from them as foes, if We indeed 

Are all, who have surviv'd this fatal Shipwreck, 


,UMFREVILLE.' 

How far is't to the Rocks, on which ye struck? 440 
HERBERT. | 

Along the Windings of the Shore perhaps 

It may be some three Leagues.—' Twas in a Bay 

Just round yon lofty Point. 


UMFREVILLE, 
2 | Full well I know 
That Bay, for in my first Excursions hence, 
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I climb'd yon Headland to survey the Country; 448 © 


And I can bring you to the Place, you mention, 
Across the land, within an hour at furthest,— 


© FERDINAND, 
Why not then now set forward ? 
HERBERT, 
And so learn 

Our fate at once ? 

FERDINAND. TA 

But we must first explain 
To Julia our Intention, or our Absence 450 


May much alarm her, 
[FERDINAND and HERBERT go into the Cave, 


FRANK, 
Why put the Question to him. *Tis no Treason; 
Besides, he has a pleasant Countenance. 
THOMAS. 
Do you. —I dare not. 
FRANK. 
Pshaw! 
UMFREVILLE, 
What is't, my Friends ? 
* "FE 
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cad _ THOMAS, 

Sir, if a Man, whose Beard | 
Is but some two or three Days old, may venture 
To speak to your grave Reverence, whose Chin 


Bears on't, I make no doubt, the growth of Ages, 


I would fain know, whether you here abide 
From Choice, or from Necessity ? — 
 UMFREVILLE, , 
What think you, 

1s this a Spot, deserves to be pick'd out - 
For Habitation ? 

| FRANK. 

Sir, my Comrade's puzzl'd 
At your Appearance—He i is sure, he sees 


Some most uncommon Personage, but whether 


Tis Prester John, the Pope, or the Pretender, 
Or Robinson Crusoe, or the great King Arthur, 
Who, as the Taffies say, has lain conceal'd 


Some Hundred Years, is more than his n Wit 


Can fathom. 
THOMA 8. 


Hold your Tongue, you foolish Rogue, 


You talk so freely, you may anger him. 
Sir, whether you are one of those, be mentions, 
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Or any other wise and learned Nan, 
en tvs N 


UMFREVILLE. 
No, none at all, I am like you, my Friend,. 
An Englichman—left here by the base Captain 475 
Of a Dutch Ship, in which I sail'd for England, 
On my escape from Spanish Cruelty. 
Tis now some twenty Years, since Wentworth led 
Our English Forces to the rash attack 
Of Carthagena—near whose fatal Walls, 480 
(Fatal indeed to many a gallant Soldier), 
Myself, a Captain in the British Army, 
Was left for Dead—thence taken by the Spaniards, 
And doom'd by them to Slavery. —Had I time 
To tell, how I escap'd, and my Adventures, 485 f 
Till I embark'd on Board the Hollander, 
1 should surprize you, for my Life hath pass'd- 
In Toll and Hazard. 


PRANK. 
Well, I never lik'd 
Those Spanish Dons, nor yet the Yaw Myneers, 
With their large breeches.— Sir, you must indeed 490 
Have suffer'd much, and have good store of Patience. 
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Bound for Old England once again, to make 
These barren Rocks, —it was a Disappointment,. 
Would have gone near to sink me to Despair. 
THOMAS, 
For my Part, when I found myself alone 495 
Within the Jaws of that same dingy Cavern, 
1 should have laid me down, and died, or run. 
My Head against the Stones — 
UMFREVILLE._ 
And $0 might I, 
Had not the various Ills,.I have run through, 
Encouraged me to put my serious Trust 500 
In Providence, and look to its Protection, 
As to a never. failing Source of Comfort. 
[Re-enter FERDINAND and HERBERT, 
Flow is the Lady ? 


HERBERT. / 
Much reliev'd.. 


UMFREVILLE, 

| | If then 
You fear not fresh exertion—It were best 

Begin our March. 


FERDINAND, 
Come on, good Luck attend us. 504 
| CExeunk, 
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SCENE 1. 


Jura alone, coming out of the Caue. 


JULIA, 


How little do we know, what we can bear, 


Before we have made Trial of our Strength; 
Had it been said, while nurs'd in Luxury 
I shiver'd at Mid-day, nor would encounter 
The Dews of Evening, that this tender Frame, 5 
Expos'd without Protection through the Night, 
(And such.a Night, in which the Elements 
Seem'd, in their jars, to threaten Dissolution 
To things most dyrable,) should yet, refresh'd _ 
With some few hours of Sleep, resume its Functions; 10 
I should have smil'd at him, who told me so, 
As he had said, I had a Giant's Force. 
Yet was my Rest not undisturb'd ; for Fancy 
Within my brain rehears'd her patchwork Scenes, 
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What in the Cells of Memory she found, 
Combining with her own most strange Conceits : 
Again mine Ear seem'd deafen'd with the roaring 
Of the hoarse Wind ; again in Thought I felt 
The Vessel strike against the Rocks; again 
Roll'd in the Boat upon the boist'rous Surge: 
Till once, meseem'd, a Mountain of a Wave 
Came tumbling o'er our heads; and then I sunk 
Down, many a fathom down, into the Deep, 
And gasp'd in vain for breath, beneath the weight 
Of waters, which still press'd me further down, 
As if my Fall would never have an end; 

At length I reach'd the bottom, and in th' ooze 
Was fairly bedded—chilling cold it seem'd, 

And dark, and silent, as the Realm of Death: 
Yet still mine eyes were open; nor my Mind 
Would quit her earthy Shell; but peeping out 
From her accustom'd Loopholes, by degrees 
Saw, through the dim obscurity, the Monsters 
Of this new World, and shrunk into herself 
Here, wallowing by my side, in Sand and Mire, 
Lay many a Form uncouth, half-beast, half-fish, 
(Such as in Story I have heard describ'd) 
Sea-Calf, Sea-Lion, Hippopotamus : 
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There crawl'd along the Rocks enormous Crabs, 
And huge Sea-Spiders, branching out their claws 40 
On every side, as if in quest of Prey: | 
And many kinds of Fish swam o'er my head, 
And ranged about, and caught their food, the greater 
Swallowing the less; and some look'd down on me, 
And open'd wide their mouths—Oh ! how I try'd 45 
To sink yet deeper in the slimy mud; 
But I, methought, was dead, and could not move : 
At length I wak'd with fright; and then again 
I slept and dream'd. Yet have I gain'd much strength, 
And should indeed be thankful to the owner 50 
Of this warm Cave [Enter Thomas] — How now? Why 1 
out of Breath ? | | 
My Friend, and thus in Fear-? Whence come you ? 
Speak — 


8 , — — 


| THOMAS. 
Here I am safe, I hope. 


JULIA, | 
Alas! how safe ? 
Where are my Father and his Friend ? 
THOMAS, 
That's more 
Than I can tell; *Tis odds but they are caught. 35 
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# 


JULIA, 


How caught? by whom ? are there wild Beasts abroad? 


THOMAS. | 
Not Beasts—the Savages have been upon us. 


JULIA, 


Where did you leave my Father, and the Captain? 


| THOMAS, 
About a mile hence, in a wood, the Indians 
Stole on us unawares ;—and then set up 
A Yell, that made the Mountains ring again,— 
Had I not run like any Thief, 1'd been 
In their Black Clutches now. 


1 


| But know you Skins 
Of what befel the rest ? There was no bloodshed ? 


THOMAS, 
No, No: They were too many for resistance ; 
And our whole Party.are most surely taken, 


JULIA, 
Perhaps they will not kill their Prisoners ;— 
Alas! alas! my dearest Father gone ! 


60 


anal - 7— |) 


50 


THE STORM:.. 43. 


And my lov'd Ferdinand! then what am I? 
A poor weak Girl, alone, and unprotected. 70 


THOMAS. 
Fear not—T'll take good Care of you—'twere Pity 
A Lady like yourself, so young and handsome, 
Should cry for want of some one to protect her. 


JULIA. 
I thank you for your Kindness, my good Fellow, 
But have lost all; and Death will now be welcome, 75, 


THOMAS, 

Nay, don't say s0—for I will be your Servant, 
And you shall be my Mistress. —By this Hand, 
Whiter than all the Foam upon the Sea, 

I'll love you better than Man e'er lov'd Woman. 


JULIA, 
What is't you say? Why do you take my Hand? 80 
Why look so in my Face? What means this Rudeness ?“ 
THOMAS, 


Come, let me have a Kiss—nay, be not Coy — 
| 


| JULIA, 
Is this a horrid Sequel to my Dream ! 
Or do I stand upon this Ground awake, 


The veriest Wretch on Earth? 
0. 2 
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THOMAS. 
Oh! do not frown, 85 
For we are here alone; the King and Queen 
Of this strange Place: and Husband now, and Wife. 
Come, 'tis in vain to struggle. 


JuLTA. a 
Hadst thou a Mother ? Hadst thou Sisters ever ? 


Didst thou e'er learn what gcod Menteach their Children? go \ 


Or knowst thou, what shall happen to the Bad, 
When they have laid aside this mortal Dress, 


And must stand up to render an account 
Of all the Bu they have perform'd in it? 


Tuomas. 

By Heav'n, I think Your Wits are n right — 9 
JULIA. © 

Speak'st thou of Heav'n ?—then sure I am mistaken. 

Thou canst not mean so wickedly. —Perhaps 

My Understanding is indeed derang'd— 

My Head is weak. — Oh! Go and leave me here, 


_ [Going towards the Cave, 
To recollect myself, alone. 
THOMAS, 
Aye, come, - 2608 


| [Advancing towards the Cave with het, 


The Cave will save your Blushes. 
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JULIA, 

Monster! Hence, 
| | [Turning back, 
Before the Earth shall open at your Feet, 

Or from yon Cloud descend upon thy Head, 
The Lightnings flash, to stop thy guilty Purpose, 


THOMAS, | 
Stark staring mad—in Truth a crazy Mistress, 105 
But handsome in her Phrenzy —and her Eyes 
Twinkle like Stars — Well, if you will not lead, 
You must be carried. | 
Takes ber in bis Arms. 


£ 


JULIA. a 
| That the Rock might fall, 
And crush us both to Atoms ! 
As be is carrying ber in, enter FERDINAND. 


FERDINAND, 
How's this? What do I see? 
Plague on't— He here? 1r0 


| THOMAS, 
'Tis Time I should decamp. 
[Throws Jul IA on the Ground and runs out. 
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FERDINAND. 
Look up, my Love; 

Look up: What thus hath robb'd Thee of thy Strength! 
And caus'd the Rose to wither on thy Cheek ? 
She speaks not—nor doth stir,—nor breathe, —nor flows 
The Blood within those Veins! No Sign of Life? 11; 
Why farewel Hope, and welcome then Despair ! 
In this wild Spot henceforth, thy fit abode, 
With Thee, my sole Companion, will I dwell, 
Nor would exchange it for a bustling world, 
Where all is Noise and idle Mirth, in which: 120 
I could not mix, for I am dead to Joy ; 
And all, I might behold, of Good, or Fair, 
Would but recall the Memory of one 
More lovely, more belov d — Ah! dearest Maid! 
Far other were the Hopes, which I had form'd, 125 
That Vears to come might see my Strength support 
Thy weaker Nature — while thy gentle Smiles 
Had taught me Patience, and so Hand in Hand 


We had perform'd Life's Pilgrimage, well-pleas'd ; 8 
Perhaps arriv'd together at its close; 15 0 
Or if it were my Doom in Age to lose thee, v 
Still did my Fancy picture to itself H 


Some Pledge of Love, some Image of my Julia, 


I 20 


125 


130 


THE STORM. . 


To wipe the Tear from off the Husband's Cheek, 

And bid the Parent smile.-"Tis faded all 138 
What now remains for me, but to commit | 
This breathless Form unto its Kindred Earth, 

Beyond the Reach of Bird, or hungry Beast; 

Then watch and weep in Silence o'er thy Grave; | 
Till Time and Grief shall harden me to Stone; 140 
And I shall stand, like some old Monument, 

To mark the hallowed Spot where thou art laid? 

Is it the Error of my wand' ring Brain, 

Or doth She move indeed? She moves She moves 
It is no Error of my Brain,—Oh ! Speak, 143 
My Julia, let me hear one little Word, 

And I will throw away the Memory 

Of every Grief, we have endur'd, and lose 

All Thought of future Ills in present Joy. 


JULIA, 


What Sound is that, which thus hath Power to charmi 50 
My fleeting Soul, and lure it back to Earth? 

Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe, or as the Voice 

Of Village Reaper, singing at his work, 

Whence learns with Joy the wand'ring Traveller 

His near approach unto the Haunts of Men, 155 
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| FERDINAND, | 
Oh! let me bear Thee forward to the Sun, 
His warmth is chearing. | 


JULIA. 
I shall soon be better 
My Thoughts are yet confus'd—How came I here 
Upon the Ground ?—Oh, I remember now— 
The Villain would have offered rudeness to me, 169 | 
And took me in his arms—then flung me from him— 9 


5 | FERDINAND. Why 
And fled upon my entrance, —Monstrous villain ! 


| JULIA. 
But sure he said my Father, and the rest, 
And you, my Ferdinand, were carried off 
By Savage Indians. — All was false, I hope? 16; 


FERDINAND, 
"Tis true, the Savages are in the Woods, 
But farther know I nothing. —In a Copse 
I stopt to view some Fruits of fair Appearance, 
When the shrill cry, which Indians use in War, 
Assail'd mine Ear—and I beheld a Troop 170 
Advancing tow'rds me 


JULIA. 
Where was then my Father ? 
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FERDINAND, 9 
I threw my anxious Eyes on every Side, 
But found no Friend; so dashing through the Thicket, 
Made for this Cave, which I had almost reach'd, 
When finding I was chas d, but that two Youths 175 
Were all, who were in sight, I turn'd to meet them. 


One threw his wooden Lance, but miss'd, the other 


My Sword prevented, and upon his fall | 

His Comrade fled “ But here comes one, perhaps 
Enter UMFREVILLE. 

Can tell us further Welcome Home in Safety— 180 

Are you alone return'd, or know you ought 

Of our small Party? - of my Friend? 


UMFREVILLE, 

"Tis certain, 
Your Friend is now a Prisoner to the Indians ; 
For in their Hands I saw him, from the Bushes, 
In which I lay conceal'd, like some Wild Beast, 185 
Which hears the Shout of Hunters in the Woods, 
Nor from his Covert will be rous'd, but sits 
Still closer at the Sound —scarce dar'd I breathe, 
So near the Indians pass'd my Hiding place, 
And with them was their Captive. 

H 
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JULIA, 
Was he wounded ? 199 


UMFREVILLE, 
He seem'd unhurt, nor did they use him harshly. 
But there is danger, lest our wild Abode, 
All-shelter'd as it seems by these dark Shades, 
Should be discover'd.—In the Grove hard by 
I saw an Indian 


FERDINAND. 
Where ? 


UMFREVILLE, 
Upon the Ground 193 
He lay, where yon tall Pine o'ertops its Fellows, 
FERDINAND. 


Diomiss that Danger from your Thoughts, his Eyes 
Are clos'd in Death. Beneath my Sword he fell, 


While at my Head he aim'd his pointed Dart. 


UMFREVILLE, 


He is not dead—for as I near him pass'd 200 


But now, I saw him move, and thought he slept 
— We must cut short at once the vital Thread, 
Or give him Aid, for twould be most inhuman 
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To let him linger there in Misery,— 

He may betray us to his Countrymen,— 205 
Yet Gratitude glows strongly in the Bosoms 

Of these rude Sons of Nature, — For my Part, 

I would restore him, with some risk, to Life 


FERDINAND. 
And so will I. —If Pity shall delay 
To stretch her Hand out to a falling Wretch, 210 
Till doubting Caution can make out in Proof, 
That such her Kindness will not lead to danger, 
She may as well turn Hermit, or go mount 
Again her native Skies, for on this Earth 
She will but waste herself in barren Tears, 215 
Nor save one Victim from the Jaws of Ruin. 
[Exit. 
UMFREVILLE. 
Wake, Lady, from this Lethargy of Sorrow, 
Nor thus in silent Grief consume that strength, 
Which hath sustained so much of Toil and Danger. 


JULIA. | 
Oh ! what are Toil and Danger to the Loss 220 
Of him who gave me Being? —him, whose care 
Supply'd a Mother's Place from early Youth, 
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F'en to this fatal Period of Misfortune, _ | 
My Friend and Guide: His Counsels taught me Prudence, 


When Fortune smil'd, and in the Hour of Danger 225 


His chearing Eye revived my sinking Spirits 
But now am 1 bereft of all Support; 

Left like some Shoot, whose Parent Tree the Winds 
Have in their Fury from its Roots up-torn, 

To droop and die—with thee, my Father, fled 
Thy Daughter's every hope. — 5 


UMFREVILLE. 

Remember yet 230 
Thou hast another Father, who to thee, Fa 
'To him, thou mourn'st, and all of us, his Children, 
Extends his Care Paternal ; to whose Sight 
We are as present in this Wilderness, 
As in the mightiest Monarch of the Earth, 235 
In all the Pomp and Splendour of his greatness, 


JULIA, 
Oh, Pardon, Heaven, if in the first eurprize 
Of this severe Misfortune, while my Brain 
Was giddy with the Shock, my wand 'ring Tongue 
Hath pour'd the Language of Distraction forth, 240 
And rav'd I know not what, of impious Folly, 
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Oh! teach me Resignation ta thy Will; 


Support my yielding Strength, which, but for thee, 


Must sink beneath this Load of Woe. 
UMPFAEYVILLE, 


— 


1 own, 
The Burden is no light one; yet, perhaps, 
Imagination hath outrun the PFruth ; | 


/ Thy Father is not kilfd, may soon escape. 


Nay more, tis not impossible, these Indians, 
All Savage as they are, may stand our Friends; 
How oft do Things of most forbidding Aspect, 
On more acquaintance, prove most profitable! — 
Oft doth the gloomy Cloud, whose course the Hind 
In Silence ey'd, and trembled for his Grain, 
Dissolve in kindly Moisture o'er his Head, 
Turning his Fears to Joy—this very Morn, 
When wand'ring from the Beach ye first beheld. 
The rugged Front of this mishapen Rock, 
Ye could not think to find within its Bosom 
The Warmth and Comfort of my friendly Cave. 
Then let us hope, the Natives of these Woods, 
Whose first Encounter hath so troubled us, 
May do us kindness, give us some Assistance, 
Or useful Information, —guide us hence, 
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berchance enable us to reach the Dwellings 
Of Men more 2 


2 JULIA. 

That were indeed a blessing - but to think on't 
Gives me new Life — I have sometimes been told, 
That Savage Nations are most hospitable; 
Nor cruel, but to those they take in War. 
And if my Father could prevail on them 
To give us aid, perhaps we are not far = 
From English Settlements, 


UMFREVILLE.. 


Oh! wond'rous Spring 


Of Vouth's elastic Mind, which, at one Bound, 
Leaps from the deepest Gulph of sad Despair 
Een to the highest Pinnacle of Hope. 

O'er all the pleasing Prospects, I have drawn, 
Still hangs the Cloud of dark Uncertainty: 

Nor should we so to Fancy give the reins, 

As to permit her Coinage in our Thoughts 

To dwell uncheck'd, although it bear the Form 
Of things most probable: but with our wishes 
Mix many a Doubt; alive to Expectation,, 
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Yet chast'ning Hope with Fear—This Indian Youth 
May turn to better knowledge our 'Conjectures— 


Enter Porow Ac and FERDINAND conversing, 


| POTOWMAC, 
Our dwellings are far hence; — But on this Coast 285 

We range at times, in search of Game and Fish, | 

For Winter-store ;—full well are known to us 

The People of your Language and Complexion, 

The Children of the King, whose Empire lies 

O'er the great Waters, towards the rising Sun— 290 

With these our Warriors and myself have mix'd 

In frequent intercourse of Peace and War, 


FERDINAND, 
But say which now prevails? 
| POTOWMAC, 


The dloody Hatchet 
Hath for some Moons been buried in the Earth. 


FERDINAND, i 
Think you, your Warriors then will give us here 295 
The hand of Friendship, and conduct our Mo | 
'To our own Settlements ? 
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_ POTOWMACs | 
I — hot that—the Chief, who hath most ** 
Among our warlike Vouth, dislikes your Nation, 
With much reluctance smok'd the Pipe of Peace; 3009 
And, could he find occasion, would resume | 
'The Dress of Battle—Dark he is, and Sullen, 
Implacable in hate, and Violent, | | 
Being mov'd to Anger, as the Cataract, Mer. | 
Whose roar the Hunter, list'ning for his prey, 305 
Hears in the Woods far off And more there are, 
I fear, whose Breasts as yet the Belt of Friendship, 
So recently deliver'd, hath not cleans'd 
From all resentment gainst your Countrymen, — 
But for myself The Blood, which you * 3 310 
Shall freely flow again to do you service. 


bur REVIIITr. 
His Hurt may need repose, and we have all 
Encounter'd much fatigue — Retire we then 
Within the Cave; there, while our Limbs have rest, 
The Mind may home recall its scatter d Thoughts 315 
To weigh the good and il! that lies before us, — 


LExtunt into the Cave. 


THE 'STORM. E 


SCENE II. 10 nod | 
Enter Race with otber kan, and Suh | 


— 
6 4 1 # + : * 


THOMAS. _ | 
This is the ren I told you of, and That | 
The Hollow in the rock. — 
KOANOKO.. 
| Hush ! make no a 
Steal softly in — 
| [They all go into the 8 . within— 
the Sound of a Pistol is heard — re- enter Indians 
and ThoMAS, with UMFREVILLE, Sc. Prisoners. 


22 h FERDINAND, — 

| To Tromas, who sbrinks 0 back. 
The shot flew wide - but let my surer Sword 320 
Once find thy treach'rous heart within its length, 
Had if thou 'scapest me then, I will forgive Thee. 


| ROANOKO, 
Waste not thy breath in words, but with the rest 
Set forward on thy march. 
FERDINAND, 
Indian. 
UMFREVILLE, | 
Forbear! 325 
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What boots it to incense a Savage foe ? 
This is the Chief, of whom Potowmac told us; 
And the dark frown, that scowls upon his brow, 
Speaks wrath within - 
'  *PPRDINAND, 

Were he the Devil hitielf, 
Instead of being but his Deputy, 330 
To rule a few of his Black ä 12 
I'd not regard his frowns— | 
. ' POTOWMA C, | 632} * 

| Provoke him not; 

At shall go Ve) but I will find some means 
For your escape ;—by taunts he may be rouz'd 335 
To sudden outrage — And ye should appear 
Resign'd to your hard Fate, or 0110 my _ 


Will scarce avail. | 
F ERDINAND. T AP N 


No more We are 4 1— 
I will rein in my anger, though it choak me. 
 ROANOKO, 
The Sun hath climb'd above the Morning's mist; 340 
*Tis time we should be gone — Whence this Delay? 
Did ye not hear? — Set forward on your march. 
9 TExeunt. 
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ACT IM. 
. SCENE I. 
Enter Roa x ok Oo and other Indians, looking about—among 
them is Thomas, who appears now in an Indian Dress. 


ROANOK O. 


'Twms is Potowmac's doing He it is, 

Hath freed these Captives from our toils, and taught them 
To sereen their flight from observation—Well ? 

What hear ye there ? 


FIRST INDIAN.. 


5 80 No Creature breathes within. 
SECOND* INDIAN, 
Nor seems the Place to have been visited. 5 


Since our Departure. 


ROANOKO, | 
. They will yet return; 
In time the Foxes will regain their haunts, 
12 
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But crafty must they be, to scape my Eye; 
For in these Woods will I keep watch for them. 


CExeunt. 
SCENE II. 
Enter PotowMac and FERDINAND. / 
 POTOWMAC. 


Our Wartiore have been here—These marks are * 10 
EI led you round on purpose, that Pursuit 5 
Might over-run us, and complete its 2 8 
Before We — arrive. 
FERDINAND. 


* the our W 
May enter? * = 


[They go out, and return with 4 og JuLta, 
and HERBERT, who is supported by POTOWMAC. 
HERBERT, 
Thanks, kind Youth, for this assistance, 
Alone my Feet can scarce support their burden. 15 
UMFREVILLE. 
In then, and rest awhile— _ 


[HgRBERT and UMFREVILLE go 
in{q the Cave. 


THE STORM 


POTOWMAC. 

| I'll play the Scout; 
And wo, if any of my Countrymen: | 
Yet bide within the Forest. 


PERDINAND. - 

Win you go 

Alone, or shall we ty the Woods together? N 
| avi. 


Already would you seek for fresh Adventures? 
You are in love with Danger, Ferdinand, 


FERDINAND. 
Why, Dearest, tis to guard us all from Danger 
That I would go—nor will I venture rasbly. 


| POTOWMAC. 

I'll go alone - my Form, at Distance seen, 

Will lead to no Conclusion; but one Glimpse, 
Caught through the Trees, of your Accoutrements 
Would turn Suspicion into certainty, _ 

And shew the Hunters where their Prey is lodg'd, 


FERDINAND, 


What, lost in Thought, my Julia? 


LE xit.. 


i 


— 
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JULIA, = 

| Oh ! These Rocks, 
Which but this Monit seem'd $0 fall of mms, 
How fair an Aspect by comparison | 
Do they now wear ! ns the Camp 
Of those fierce Savages, I here return 
As to a Home—and view yon Cavern's Mouth 
As twere the Entrance to some Princely Dwelling. 

To speak more soberly, my Ferdinand, 

How many are there on this Earth, whose Roo 
Affords less shelter from the Elements 
Than this poor Cell? whose Food is coarser far, 
Than what these Woods will furnish to our Wants? 
Then may we yet be happy, if the Mind 
Will do its Part, and strive to be content. 


FERDINAND. 


Ms, where er thou art, my Happiness 

Must ever dwell.— Thy Presence in my Eyes 
Will turn this Cavern to a Summer's Bower, 
These rugged Stones to flower-enamell'd Banks; 
Fhe boist'rous Clamours of yon roaring Sea, 

Will sound like Murmurs from some bubbling _ 
Invoking, as it runs, the God of 8 3 


30 
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"The Tyrant North, that rends the stubborn Oak, 
Will seem the playful Zephyr, whose light Wing 
Brushes the Dew-drop from the-full-blown-Rose, 
Nor shakes its tender Leaf —and thus the Wild, 


Deck'd with thy Beauties, shall put off its Gloom, 


And to my Thoughts present a Paradise: 
Such Power o'er Fancy's Vision hath true Love, 


| JULIA, © 
Aye, Ferdinand, for Men in Love are blind, 
And Fancy then surrounds with every Charm 
The Object of their Vows —Herself a Goddess, 
Her Dwelling-place'is Heaven, — But, they say, 
Time tears the Bandage from the Lover's Eyes, 
And brings him back to Earth—And thus I fear 
The soft Illusions of thy Love will cease, 
And these dark Scenes resume their native Hue, 


FERDINAND. 

Oh! sooner by a change in this sad Place 
Imagination might be realiz'd, 

Than I could cease to love. But our good Ship 
Perhaps is not quite lost—at least the Wreck 
May furnish us with Stores or means of Comfort, 
Another Effort will I make to reach 

The Shore on which we struck. 


50 ) 
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VLA. ' 1 

', © Yet go not has of 
Expose not 0 ty Life Thou, Ferdinand, 
And my dear Father, neee e 16] 
And I would fain preserve them. Oh ! then — | 
And I will teach Opinion to subscribe 75 
To all the flatt ring Pictures, Thou hace n, 
And say it were far better to be here, 
Than in the Vessel on our Passage . : 
But surely She is Iost. 


FERDINAND. v 
Yet some perchance 11 
Of our brave Seamen may have reach'd the Land, 8 
And may require Assistance. 


— 


JULIA, 0 bf 

Much J la 

The i PIN this Forest too there are 

Wild Beasts. —'Tis clear the Steward is devour'd ; 

He ne'er was taken by the Foe, and, living, 

By this would have rejoin'd us, — 

| FERDINAND, Ol 
I may chance | 85 

To light * him still.— The * * | 


*® 
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Are gone far hente—And for Wild Beasts—by Day 
I do not fear them; In be cautious, Love, 


And soon return. 


CExit FzRDINAND, 
Enter UMereviLLE from the Cave, | 


7 JULIA, 
How is my Father ? 
UMFREVILLE, 
On the Bed he r. 


JULIA. \ | 
Refreshing be his Slumbers. —I admire, 241454 >. 
How, while these strange Events are passing round _ 
Your Mind is still unruffled 


UMFREVILLE. 
Tis the Lesson 

Taught by old Age and sad Experience: 
Man, first entangl'd in Misfortune's Toils, 
Is like the silly Bird, which, flying round 95 
The Hollows of yon Cavern, and bewilder'd 
In their dark Windings, beats his little Wings 
Against the Stones in frantic eagerness, 
Nor will have Patience to explore the way, 
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By which he might escape; unpractis'd Youth, 100 
Thus spends its Strength in vain—but. more acquaiatance 
With the harsh Features of Adversity | 

Doth teach us to behold with stedfast Eye 

The Terrors of her Frown, nor lose ourselves 

In idle Fears and impotent Exertion, 105 


ehh yo ol 
You have been long then in the School of Sorrow ? 


— 


UMFREVILLE, 
Ihave indeed more Years than you, fair Maid, 
As I should guess, have number'd in this World. 
Long Prisoner to a cruel Foe—a Slave 
In Mines—within the Entrails of the Earth, 270 
Where never did we feel the Breath of Morn, 
Or Noontide Sun —or sweet Vicissitude | | 
Of Day and Night ;—but sickly Torches. gleam'd 
Upon the Walls, and on the mortal Damps, | 
Which from the Vault, een sensible to Sight, 115 
Hung o'er our Heads, Beyond my Hopes restor'd _ 
To Light and Freedom, On my Passage home, — 
Then here thrown back an Outcast from the World, 
I have long seem'd to be the Sport of Fortune, 
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| - JULIA; 
Your State in this lone Cave was little better, 120 
Than that, from which you had escap'd. 1 


UM FREVILLE.- 
5 k Worse! worse! 
Oh! that my direst Foe may never feel 
The Miseries of hopeless Solitude: 
To know no interchange of Thought, to talk 
With idle Effort to the senseless Stones, | 125 
Or else resign the Faculty of Speech, | 
Lay down the grand Prerogative of Man, 
Put on the Brute, and dwell in sullen silence. 

Within the Mine sometimes, in mournful Concert, 
The plaintive Song would tremble on our Lips; 132 
But e'en the Murmurs of a Fellow-slave, 

The Tinkling of his Hammer on the Rocks, 

The Clanking of his Chains, his very Groans, 

Were far less dreadful, than that horrid Stillness, . 
Which seems, as Nature had forgot her Functions, 135 
And the wide World were one vast Scene of Death. 


JulLIA. 
It must indeed be terrible, 
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 UMFREVILLE, 

9 7 2408 How often, 
Indulging foolish Fancies, have I stood 

For Hours together on the neighb'ring Shore, 

To call the Echo from these hollow Rocks ; 140 
And mock'd my Sorrows with her loud Response, 

Till I had almost cheated my fond Hopes, 

To think, another Voice had answer'd mine; 

And waking from that Dream of Happiness, | . 
1 could have sat me down upon the Sands, — 145 
And cried like any Child. — Oh ! dearest Lady | 


But for that Pow'r, whose Hand invisible 


Supports us in Distress, ere this my Senses 
Had wander'd from their Home. 

| "JULIA. 0 

May your Example 

Teach me to bear with Patience lesser Evils, 150 

And our Society in turn contribute | | h 

To chear your solitary Life, —Perhaps 

Ere this my Father is awake, 


CExeunt info the Cave. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter FznDIx AND. 


»Tis so - yon Indian still with measured Steps 
Observes my Motions, crouching to the Ground, 155 
As steals the crafty Tyger on his Prey. | 
He shall perceive, I see r or Foe ? 


ROANOKO. 

Could ye then hope to baffle the Pursuit 

Of Indian Warriors, taught from Infancy 
To track the Beasts more subtle in their flight, 160 
And swifter in the Race, than Europe's Sons? 


FERDINAND, 
Proud Chief, Why com'st thou to molest us here 2 
Go rcuse thy proper Game. Thou hast no right 


To ought, that we posses. 


ROANOKO, 

Thou talk'st indeed, 
As if thy People knew a difference 16g 
-*'Twixt Right and Power; by Fraud or Force ye gain'd 
The ancient Realms of our brave Ancestors, 
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The Plains, o'er which they chas'd the flying Deer, | 
The Coast on which they fish*d, without obstruction, 

Till Europe's painted Vessels cross'd the Seas 170 
With Toys to cheat, and Thunder to destroy 

Our unsuspecting Nations—Fence then still, 

And plant, howe'er acquir'd, your new Domains, 

Call all within them yours, nor let us range 

Within the limits, ye have drawn; but stil! 175 
These Wilds are ours, these Forests, and these Rocks; 
Here we at least are Lords —and all we find, 

Or Man, or Beast, is subject to our Win. 

Now follow Slave — 


FERDINAND. 


Vain Boaster, thou er 


As if thy Savage Tribes were — round 180 
T' enforce thy orders. | A 


ROANOKO, 


That this arm Shall do, 


CRoAN ORO attacks FRRDIN AND with bis Tomabawk; 
 —FERDINAND puts by the Blow with bis Stick, 


and knocks bim ax nr vg: we e ene from 
the Cave, | | 


9 „ 


_ UMFREVILLE\. * 


Methought from out my cell 1 heard the ound 


Of angry Voices. 


FERDINAND. 


If your Cave affords 

The means to bind this Savage, . them quickly. 
[Exit UMFREVILLE, 

How to dispose of this same en 185 

Will much, I fear, perplex our little Senate. 

To let him now depart from us, would ledd 

To certain Ruin — nor will his Release 


\ 


Be safe in future—But of this hereafter : 


C[UMFREVILLE re-enters with a Cord. 
The Blow had stunn'd him, But the Pulse of Life 190 
Returns, 2 Anger flashes in his Eyes. 


ROANOKO. 


Pale Stripling ! do thy worst, ere this my Teeth 


Had torn thy hairy Scalp, had not my Weapon 
Prov'd faithless to its Master. 


FERDINAND. 


In what Place 195 
Shall we bestow a Spirit so untam'd ? 


Not in the Cave, for Julia's Gentleness 


Would sink with terror at his boist'rous Rage. 
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Enter Porowuac. 
[Porownac offering to take FeRDINAND's Stick, 


Lend me your club—one blow shall dash his brains out. 


FERDINAND, 


Hold, hold, thy cruel hand. 


POTOWMAC. 
I ne'er was prone 200 

To cruelty—My arm, from pain and insult, 

In Mercy would set free a vanquish'd Foe * 

When at my feet he lies, the Stroke of Death 

Is kind, not cruel, | 1 

| UMFREVILLE. 

| You, Potowmac, practise 

Your nation's Virtues; but our Christian mercy 20% 

Stretches the Hand of Pity to the — 

Not bathes it in his blood. | 


POTOWMAC, 
It may be so. 
But we must shift our quarters; there are more 


Than this fall'n Chief, at hand, in quest of us. 


[FERDINAND goes into the Cave and re- enters with 
Jur1a and ber FaTner; in the mean Time Un- 
FREVILLE raises ub ROANOKO, 


8. * 


+ Fa 4 


 "PERDINAND. | 
Lean on my arm my dearest Julia. 411210 
A, they" are going off, leading with them their Pri. 
soner, tbe War-whoop is beard, and the Indians rusb 
in on rr unbind Rouen and bind the 
others, | * , 
ROANOKO, | 


Quick, bind that 2 to yon 888 Wood 


And place it near; nne eee 
In fiercest Torments, | 


LPorowuac is bound to a Tree towards the Front of 
the Stage, the others remain near the Entrance of the 
POTOWMAC. | 
. Wouldst thou shake with threats 


A warrior 's mind ? Go, bring thy Tortures forth ; 


Try every art, which malice hath in store, 215 


Io keep from Death's soft doze a mangled carcase; 
But first call here thy Sons, that they may learn, 


(Against the Season, when their coward Souls 
May need the lesson,) how an Indian Chief | 
Should chant the Song of Triumph, ere he flies 220 
To join his Fathers in the World of Spirits. TTY 
— Thou know'st, I am no Woman, nor no Child, 

a 5 
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To shrink from pain: Ere this thou has beheld me 
.Clasp, unappall'd, within my firm embrace 
A growling Bear; hast seen me stand, unmoved, 225 
Among the whistling Bullets of those Men, 

Who scatter Death invisible; hast fled 

Before me with thy People; for thou knowst 

I was not born among thy puny Race, 

But first o'erpower'd by numbers, then adopted 230 
By the vile Tribe — Thy Friends of old have felt 

My Arm My Arrow drank thy Brother's Blood, 

My Hatchet struck thy Father to the ground 

I tore his bleeding Scalp from off his Scull, 

As I would thine, wert thou, where I now stand. 236 


| [Enter an Indian, bo whisþers Roanoko—tbe 

Savages all go out, leaving tbe Prisoners bound 

aud the Torch, brought to light the Wood” round 
PoTowMAC, on the whoa 


HERBERT. 

Now speak no more of Comfort or of Hope. 
|  UMFREVILLE. 

1 will not so far flatter our Condition, 

As to hold forth a Prospect of Relief 

From painful Sufferings and a cruel Death; 


4 
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Yet will I trust, that He, from whom these Indians 240" 
Have pow'r to persecute, will store our minds 


With Fortitude to bear the Persecution. 


FERDINAND, 
] fear not Death, have look'd him in the Face, 
And will again, undaunted—But * see there. 
Pointing to JUL1A lying on the Ground. 


Whene er ] turn my Thoughts that way, I own, 245 


I am almost unmann'd— W hat Sounds are those ? 


[Sound of Musketry is beard in the Wood—Roanoxo 
and the Indians fly over the Stage, pursued by English 
Sailors, with Frank at their Head. The Sailors fill 
the Front of the Slage before UMraeviLLE, &c. Er. 
Frank unbinds PoToWMAC. | 


FRANK, 

Here's that, which sends the Heretics to Heaven, 

Here's Fire and Faggot—We've just sav'd his Bacon: 
Five Minutes more, and he had been well scorch d, 
And stuck with Arrows, till his dingy Carcase 250 
Look'd like a roasted Hedge-hog through the Flames : 
Sad Dogs — To Tar and Feather a poor Devil, 


42 
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Would be no Sport to them, unless indeed be 
They burn d him afterwards.  _ 


UMFREVILLE, 
Whence came you here? 
Scarce can I trust my Eye-sight. 


FRANK, 

Sir, this Mane, 265 
Win that tremendous Outcry to our Convoy 
Gave Signal to disperse, I steer'd my Course 
For yon bluff Point, and looking thence, beheld 
Our Sup at Anchor in a shelter'd Bay, _—_ 
Riding i in saucy Triumph on the Waves, mol 
As she had quite forgot, how her old Sides | 
So lately crack'd again with their hard Buffets, 
This seen, I scamper'd down, as if the Indians 
Were still upon my Heels, to join our Crew; 
r when We have been seeking out this Spot. 265 

FERDINAND. 

5 Said you, our Ship w was safe ? 


FRANK. 
| Aye, safe and sound, 
Her Leaks all stopt, and in as gallant Trim, 
As when she first shew'd Canvass to the Wind, 
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You may aboard her, and set sail for England, 
This very Night; unless you've talen a Fancy, 
To this same pleasant Birth; 

FERDINAND, 


For England then 
This i is rare News. | 


FRANK bringing forward Trouas Prisoner. 


But here's a precious Rascal 
Hangs out false Colours, fights in Masquerade ; 
] should as soon have look'd to find my Comrade 
Wrapt in a shaggy Hide, upon All-fours, 
Prowling the Woods among the Bears, as thus, 
Among the Copper Gentry, 


FERDINAND. 


For his Sentence, 


'Tis 8 pass d; Potowmae, you'll with us; 
And we will leave this Indian Warrior here, 
To play the Chief instead of you. 


THOMAS, . 
Good Captain, 
Blow out my Brains at once, or hang me up, 
Rather than leave me here, with these wild Men. 


270 
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Already have they pinch'd, and scor'd my Flesh, 

And when I roar'd with Anguish, mock'd, and jeer'd, 
And said, an Indian should not shrink from Pain, 285 
Besides, I fear, I must to War with them, 

There, if we get the better, with my Friends, 

To feast upon Broil'd Men, or, vanquish'd, be 

A Supper for my Foes, —For Mercy's Sake 

Do take me with you. —Keep me all the Voyage 290 
At the Mast Head —or tie me to the Sh rowds, 
And give me a round Dozen once a Day, 
But take me with you. | 


JULIA, 
Dearest bann 
Drive not this wretched Creature to despair. 


 UMPREVILLE, 
He's but half-witted, scarcely seems to know 295 
How differs Right from Wrong. 


FERDINAND. 
At your Request, 
We'll take him hence.—#* This is your Handy-work, 
Endea vouring to unbind Two0MA8: 
I fancy, Steward; videos tied these Knots, 
Tied with good Will.— They may defy all power 
Of Fingers, 
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"PRANK, / | 
He' s in Luck, I think, your Sh 300 
To scape without a Knot beneath his Ear. 
1 UMFREVILLE. 
Lon Knife perhaps may be of Service, —* Friend, 


% Trout. 
You may give Thanks to Heav' n and our Compassion 


For your Deliverance, —May what you've suffer d 
Produce amendment. : 
|. FRANK, | 
" "How the Labler gapes, 303 
Like a sick Oyster, when the Tide's at ebb. 
' FERDINAND. 
[Returning the Knife to UMFREVILLE, 
Permit my Curiosity to ask, 
Why on this Knife engrav'd I see a Figure, 
In which I take some Interest the Image, 
From the Waist upwards, of a Steel-clad Knight 310 
Holding a Battle-axe,—the Arm rais'd up 
As if in act to strike; and on his Breast 
| He wears the Ensign of the Holy Cross. 
UMFREVILLE, 
| Looking on the Knife 
Distinction useless here—Remembrancer 


” F * 
——— —“X—ö 4 — — og To — — — ER REA 
= 


** Pp WY a 
1 
2 — . 


—_— ry 
* 


— 9 — 1 1 


—— —ä— 


. A en rn 


—— — 


— 
888838 ——ů— —ů—ů—— U— — — rr 
. 


480 THE $TORM. oh 1 


Of Time long sinee gone by Sir, when I filld 315 

A Place in civiliz d Societʒ, 

Some twenty Years ago—That Crest Fdaim'd, 

The Bearing of an ancient House, bestow'd, 

In Times of old by Richard Cœur-de- Lion. 

For Services 1 in Palestine. 320 
. perDINAND. Tg Lem ner 

Your W ords surprise me —1 too bear ward tc 88 


UMFREV ILLE. 
It is the true Appendage to the Arms 
'Of Umfreville 


FERDINAND. 
Will Wonders never cease ? 
My Name you now have mention d. 


— 


UMFREVILLE. 


| Did your Father 
Bear too that Crest, that Name? 


| FERDINAND, © | 
| I both inherit 325 
a a long Line of noble Ancestors, | = 


UMFREVILLE\ 
. Father is not living then? 
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FERDINAND. 
He died, 
While I an Infant in the Cradle lay, 5 
A gallant Soldier, in his Country's Cause 
He fell beneath the Walls 


UMFREVEIELLE, 


Of Carthagena? 336 


FERDINAND, 
'T was there indeed my Father found his Grave. 


UMFREVILLE. 

Kind Providence! Thy Ways are full of Wonder, 

Thy Mercies infinite, My Son! My Son! 

Tis true, thy Father fell at Carthagena, 

But there he died not, — Taken from the Slain, 335 
To be entomb'd with those, to whose sad Steps 

Return on Earth is scarce less difficult 

Than to the Tenants of the silent Grave— 

With Slaves in Spanish Mines.—How I came hither, 
Must be the Story of some future Hour, 349 


FERDINAND. 2 
Henceforward, Sir, thy Son shall freely pay 
The Duty, which he owes, and hopes beside 

* | 
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To add some Interest for the length of Years 
It has remain'd untender'd. 


UMFREVILLE. 
Many Children 
Return the like to thee, My Son—Thy Mother —? 345 


I almost fear to ask — but is thy Mother —? 


- PERDINAND. 
She's yet alive, 
UMFREVILLE, © © 
And doth she still retain 
The Name of Umfreville ? 
FERDINAND, 
She ne'er would listen 
To second Vows, but pour d upon my Head 
The yet- remaining Treasures of her Love. 330 


Oft o'er me, when a Boy, she wept thy Loss, 
And still she mourns; the Lapse of Time her Sorrows 
Hath calm' d, not stolen away. 


a \ UMFREVILLE. _ 
My dear Matilda ! 


She was an Angel ever — yet her Image 


Sits, as of old, enthron'd within my Bosom ; | 355 


hk 2. 


THE STORM. | 


on in my Dreams have I convers'd with it, 
Methought 'twas full of Comfort—gave me Lessons, 
To bear my Ills with Patience; and sometimes 


It told me, We should meet again in Heaven. 


But never in this World did I expect 360 
To see her Face again,— * May Ferdinand : 
1b „ Ska: ® To Julia. 
So love thy Virtues, as for many Years 
I have ador'd his Mother ; may'st Thou'be 
To him the Wife, Matilda is to me ; | 
Like Her in Excellence, but not in Fortune. 363 
| JULIA. 4 
Not now for the first Time, since we have met, 


My grateful Heart acknowledges your Kindness, 


FERDINAND, 
Once more then Joy returns to sit in Smiles 
On Julia's Lips. —How little did we think, 
The Wind, which drove us on this dreary Coast, | 370 
Was but the Marshal to this happy Meeting; 
And, when its Peal rang loudest in our Ears, 
But spake the Prologue to this joyful Scene. 
UMFREVILLE. ; 
Learn hence, my Son, the Ills of Life to bear, 
And guard thy Bosom from the Fiend Despair, 375 
M 2 
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The Storm, which promis'd in its furious -weep 
To whelm thy shatter'd Bark beneath the Deep, 
With present Joy repays thy past alarms, 
And gives a long-lost Father to thine Arms. 
The roughest Paths, on which our Footsteps press, 380 
Are often thus the Road to Happiness; | 
His Eye alone, on whom we all depend, 
Can trace their Windings, or discern their End; 
In him then trust—let not thy Courage fail, 
Though Danger threaten, or Distress assail ; - 385 
But fix this Truth within thy constant Mind, | 
That God is ever good, though Man is blind. 


THE STORM, 


5 


[ 


EPILOGUE. 


, 

2 Tis the first Time,” quoth Codrus, with a Sneer, 

* That Crests have been of use for many a Year ; 

« Arms are a Toy, a Feather, nothing more, 

« Scorn'd in this Age, though priz'd in Days of yore; 
« See, how in France Reform's indignant Hand Wo 
* Hath swept at once such Follies from the Land.“ 
Peace, Jacobin,—These Toys are Virtue's Meed, 
The bright Records of many a noble Deed ; 


— 


= _ 
— 
-» 
I —!(!411 Rrmo[ﬀl . 
- Rey EN 24 1 

4 
* 
WH 

LY 

Yo 

4 


— — — ooo wes 3 — 
— ..ͤ ˙¹w» ÜM ES 


—— iT 


. —— P —————————— SO 
* 


— — = 2 — — 
— * * * A — — — — [7.0 — — — 
— — - a — 
— — — — rr rr —— — . — —— — — 
— — — No 4 rr — > 
2 22 — ont . — pro gen — — — 
—— — 9 —— —— Mr —3 


86 EPILOGUE. 


These Feathers are a Wing, on which Men rise 
From Earth to Glory's Temple in the Skies; 10 
Arms are a Toy ? —Uncensur'd would they pass, * 
Were they indeed but Wood, or painted Glass; 
But ye must hate, whate er can prompt the Mind 
To soar on high, and leave the Crowd behind; 
Such Flights derange your equalizing Plan; 15 
T' excel is Treason in the“ Rights of Man“ 
But since so fond of Romans ye are grown, 
And speak of them in such familiar Tone, 
That we almost with Brutus seem to talk, 
Or in the Forum with old Cato Walk, 1 
How comes it ye are ignorant, that They 
Made of their Houses Honours grand display? 
That in the long Procession us'd to shine 
The painted Glories of each ancient Line; 
The noble Offspring, privileg'd on high 25 
To bear the Statues “ of their Ancestry, 


Cl 


* 


The Jus Imagirit, or privilege of using Pictures or Statues, 
among the Romans, in some respects resembled the Right to bear 
Arms, with us.— One, whose Ancestors had gone through any of 
the Offices called Curule Offices, was allowed to use their Pictures or 
Statues, and was stiled “ Nobilis'* or Noble. -A Man whose An- 
cestors had never filled an Office of that Description, but who had 


— 
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survey d with decent awe th' embroider'd Gown, 1 
The Iv'ry Seat, bright Car, and golden Crown, 0 


Rever'd th' illustrious Dead, and copied their Renown. 


Yet think I not your hatred to assuage, 30 
By proving Arms of Roman Parentage ; 
For France hath shewn, what tis, your Sect admire 
In Ages past; for what alone enquire; 
Ye search among the Annals of old Times, 
For splendid Names to patronise your Crimes; 35 
With Cato lend your Wives, with Brutus kill, 
But only follow them in what is III: 
And where their Code a Precedent denies, 
Philosophy herself a Leaf supplies; 
For though it prov'd Man's Right to kill a King, 40) 
To rob the Priesthood was another Thing ; | 5 
Of that from Rome no Instance could ye bring. 
Well didst thou, Burke, as if inspir'd, presage, 
The course of Guilt in this destroying Age; 


himself executed such an Office, might use his own Effigy, and was 
called Novus, or a New Man.—The rest of the Citizens were 
6 Ignobiles,“ or Ignoble. See Ken. Antiq. part 2. book 3. Their 
Statues were mostly made of wax, and coloured. They were 
brought out at Festivals and at Funerals. 
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That Those, whose innovating Hand defac'd 43 
Each Ornament, which Birth or Virtue grac'd, | 
The Noble's Arms and Title torn away, 
Next on his more substantial Wealth would prey; 
Then in the march of Vice take one Step more, | 
And stain at last the Scaffold with his Gore, 50 
Long since to thee had France's troubled Sk 
Foretold the Earthquake, ere the Shock was nigh; 
Thou sawst, how impious Sophists had combin'd, 
To shake with horrid Doubts the Christian Mind? 
Religion's Influence gone, Thou knewst, if Fame 35 
They should reject, and Honour's Voice disclaim, 
The Passions, unrestrain'd, with dreadful Force 
Must rage, and spread Destruction in their Course; 
As, from their Prison in the North, (the Door 
Once open'd wide) the furious Winds would pour, 60 
And Earth, Air, Seas, and Heav'n, confound with wild 
uproar : 

Champion of Truth, how dd n we at the ho, 
Which bade thy Son precede thee to the Tomb ! 
Nor one Descendant left upon the Stage, 
To bear thy Honours to another Age ; | 65 
Who, while thy Blazon glitter'd on his Eyes, 

Had felt thy Spirit in his Bosom rise 


45 
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55 
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PPILOOUE, 89 


To warn his Country 'gainst each secret Foe, 
Point out the Dagger, and prevent the Blow, 
Whom sees the Muse, where yon tall Fleets engage 70 
In stubborn fight, and Death lets loose his rage? 
Thick round his lab'ring Ship the Lightnings fly, 
While Clouds of Smoke ascend the vaulted: Sky ; 
Upon the Vessel's Deck the Hero stands, 
Thence looks around, and issues his Commands, 75 
Unmoy'd by all the Terrors of the Scene, 
With Head erect, and Countenance serene, 
Like Jove, when Ida trembles at his Nod, 
Or High Olympus owns her thund'ring God : 
Tis he, —whose Memory dwells with conscious Pride 80 
On those, who nobly liv'd, and greatly died ; 
Tis he, - who oft hath seen the laurel Bough 
Encircle with its Leaves the Arms of Howe. - 
And shall not Duncan's, or St. Vincent's Crest 
With generous Ardour warm some noble Breast? 8 
Shall no brave Youth seek Glory on the Main, | 


Nous d by the Palms, which Nelsot's * Shield sustain ? 


— WUITYy © „ * 2 — 


The Supporters to Lord Nelson's Arms are Palm Trees, from 
« Grove of Palms on the Shore, near which the Action w ght. 
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Honours well - earn d With transport Nelson view'd, | 

Though moor'd in Port, the Fleet so long pursu'd; 

The Fleet once seen, he Sands and Shoals defi'd, ga 

Steer'd boldly in, and anchor'd by its Side: 

From every Ship the Din of Battle rose, 

Nor ceas'd the Conflict, till Britannia's Foes 

Display'd her conquering Flag, or sunk beneath her 
Blows: 

No Sons of Nile were ort who with their * W. 95 

From Actium fled, bewilder'd at the Scene, 

While Victory from far survey'd the fight 

In doubt as yet, on whom she should alight ; 

Nor led by one, who, sway'd by Female Fears, 

Would lose the World to dry a Woman's Tears; 100 
But bold, bad Men, who left their native Land 

To rob and plunder on a friendly Strand ; 

Who dar'd each risk their blood-stain'd Spoils to save, 
Inur'd to War, and feariess of the Wave, 
Commanded by a Chief, whose fierce Despair 1035 
Fought, till his burning Ship was blown into the Air; 


2 


At the Battle of Actium Cleopatra, while the Victory was yet 
in suspense, being frightened at the Tumult of the Engagement, fled 
with all her Ships, and was followed by Anthony. 


EPILOGUE, | 91 


Her Fragments shot on high, and in their Flight 

Like Meteors glar'd amidst the Shades of Night ; 

While Egypt from the Limits of her Reign, 3 
Re-echo'd the Explosion to the Main: tto 
The wand'ring Arab, who his Camels fed, 

Where rears the Pyramid its ancient Head, 

Who, in his Tents awaken'd by the Roar 

Of Cannon pealing on the distant Shore, 

Had climb'd the Pile, and hop'd that Morning's Light 115 
Would give a spacious Prospect to his Sight, 

Now wild with Terror at this heavier Sound, 

Threw o'er the gloomy Scene his Eyes around, 

He saw the low Horizon red with Flame, | 

He felt beneath him shake the Massy Frame, I Ye 


. Hetrembledat the Shock, norknew, from whence it came. 


England, thou'rt yet thyself ! —Thy former Praise 
Yet fires the Offspring of thy latter Days ; 
The Blood of Heroes in their Veins still flows; 
Still do thy gallant Tars resemble those, 125 
Whose Thunders shook of old the Power of Spain, 
And whelm'd her proud Armada in the Main ; 


s Cause: 


igion 


EÞ 
ks 

2 
S 
5 
5 
= 

O 
E 
= 
8 
2 
= 

— 


Our Fathers crouch'd not at a Bigot's Nod, 
Their Sons defy © the Men without a God,” 


Like them wil We defend Rel 
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LOSS of the ROYAL GEORGE, 
Overset by a sudden Gust of Wind, while she was careening 
at Srirnzap, August, 1782. 


Security 


Is Mortal's chiefest Enemy. 
| SHAKESPEAR. 


I, 


Orr Mortal Man the Shapes of Death pursue ; 
Oft baffled in the Chace, appear to fly ; 
But when the Spectres vanish from his View, 
Let him not throw the Shield of Cantion by. 
Not in black Clouds alone the Foe abides ; 
Or clad in Terrors, on the Whirlwind rides; 
When smiling Zephyrs play 
Beneath their Wings he lurks, in act to seize his Prey, 


: — | * e 
Swift home ward o'er the Main the Vessel sped, 

The dark Main heay'@ beneath the blustering Storm; 
She o'er the surging Billows rear'd her Head, 

And proudly bore aloft her Sovereign's Form; 
Nor left her Helm the skilful Pilot's Hand, 
Till moor'd she lay beneath the sheltering Land; | 
Her Friends on Shore she hail'd, 

Her Friends aboard her throng'd, the Sound of Joy prevail'd, 


— 


III. 
The active Sailors n to explore, | 
If any Breach the Sea below had made ; 
And as the Ocean now no wrinkle wore, 
Upon her Side the gallant Ship they laid; 

Unthinking Men, whose rash Imprudence , 

An easy Entrance to the fatal Wave; * 

We heard you shriek, anon 


We look d OE the Main, the Gallant Ship Was gone. 


